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Captivated 

_A/N: Thank you for clicking on this and gaining an interest. I hope 
you will enjoy and I will greatly appreciate it if you left a few 
words in a form of a review at the end. A few notes to read before 
you begin:_ 

_1 . Since I enjoy different perspectives. Link and Zelda will be 
telling this narrat ive . . . and maybe other characters . We will see. 
Multiple perspectives keep it fresh and exciting, wouldn't you 
agree?_ 

_2 . This is a modern alternate universe with some strange lore that 
may or may not stray from Zelda lore. If you were once like me who 
was obsessed with Zelda lore and refused to read any fan fictions 
that strayed from it, here is a warning: DO NOT READ ON. _ 

_3 . Also, this takes place in our universe ... some what! There are 
some strange worlds to be discovered within these web pages. As 
aforementioned, it has something to do with the lore I dreamed 
up ._ 

_4 . Lastly, an ENORMOUS thanks to Chameleon Eyes for writing out the 
summary! Ho-ha! What is a boy to do with his atrocious summaries? 


**5. Disclaimer: poorthor does not nor will ever own the Legend of 
Zelda franchise. He only enjoys writing his own little stories about 



Zelda . 
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_Sigh 

The phone was ringing. Its shrill tone broke out and echoed in an 
otherwise still apartment. I already knew who was on the other end of 
the line; it was always the same this time of the week. Around 
mid-week and mid-morning my mother would decide it was high time she 
' checked up' on me . I was used to the one-sided conversation which 
ensued, even prepared for it, but that didn't mean I had any urge to 
initiate the torture by answering. 

However, after the thirteenth ring the noise grated on me and I 
forced myself to grab the insistent phone. Sure enough, I recognized 
the sharp, brusque tone on the other end. 

"What took you so long to pick up?" my mother fired, ignoring the 
usual courtesy of saying hello and I mumbled in reply that I had been 
in the shower. This wasn't a flat out lie, I had been in the shower 
this morning washing my hair and it was still slightly damp but that 
was just because I hadn't bothered to dry it yet. Usually my mother 
could sniff out my lies before I spoke them but this time she either 
wasn't listening or had something particular on her mind. 

"Not busy today then?" There was an edge of innocence in her question 
but I knew this was really her way of bringing up my job. It was 
eleven in the morning and the average Joe would have been at work for 
a good few hours. Not me. My shift didn't start until around 
lunchtime on weekdays, a fact my mother was well aware of. 

"I'm working this afternoon, mum. You just caught me actually; I have 
to head out in a minute." That was a lie and even as I said it I 
visualized my mother's thin eyebrow raise a good inch above her 
squinting left eye. 

"I thought you just got out of the shower?" 

She was on her game. I had, as usual, spun myself a trap. "And 

besides, what kind of a job starts at lunchtime? Honestly, Zelda, 
don't tell me you are still working in that little van of yours?" The 
sharp edge had left her voice and in its place was a barely concealed 
sneer . 

I sighed in reply. This was my mother's reference to my job 
delivering packaged cakes in, well, quite a small van. I hated 
talking with my mother. It was like being on a game show but no 
matter how many questions were fired at you, you never seemed to earn 

any points and ultimately were going to lose. 



"Really mom, I enjoy my job. I get to travel around and-" I knew I 
had stumbled somewhere and said something wrong because she was 
suddenly on me like a leech. 

"You call an hour's drive down the same road every day, 

_travelling_? " she scoffed, showing the side of my mother I hated 
most. "Your sister just got back from Rome yesterday. _Rome ! "_ I 
tuned out the second I heard the mention of my sister. I didn't even 
have to hear her name, I knew the instant my mother was about to 
mention her, there was always a bragging quality to her tone that 
wasn't there when the conversation was just on me. My sister didn't 
ever get snide remarks and although she still lives at home it was 
hardly the same torture it had been for me; she could do whatever she 
pleased so long as she was successful and beautiful while doing 
it . 

I, on the other hand, was a lesser mortal and I often felt like my 
mother just barely tolerated me for this one purpose: telling me what 
a failure I was, what a disappointment in comparison to my perfect 
lovely younger sister. _She_ was the subject my mother enjoyed 
gloating about the most; more so even than the scandals she routinely 
scoured the neighbourhood for. While she may enjoy telling me the 
dirt on the Hudson's troubled runaway son or about Mr and Mr Smith's 
now shockingly discovered gay marriage, it didn't light a candle to 
her excitement on revealing to me whatever new project my sister was 
doing . 

My sister, Midna the young aspiring model not quite working in Paris 
or Milan yet but, finding success enough in Rome. Though she is five 
years my junior she is, without exception, everything I'm not: tall, 
gorgeous, confident... but that isn't to say I want to be those 
things. I don't think my mother or sister could ever understand why I 
didn't strive to be a bit more... well, like them. How could I really 
be happy being so distinctly average? I am, after all, tragically 
petite, so much so that even wearing heels I still match the height 
of most fourteen year old girls. I don't turn heads like Midna. 

Nobody would mistake me for a supermodel. 

Which of course makes everyone assume I'm jealous of her, even Midna 
thinks I am and the idea that I feel this way somehow pleases 
her . 

It's a tribute to just how much I both love and loathe my family that 
I chose to leave home the moment I turned eighteen. 

Down in sunny Miami, I'm free from all the drama. I don't see my 
family very often; just the few holidays when my presence is pretty 
much required I force myself back home. It's quite a neat little 
set-up for all of us actually. I certainly never miss the arguments 
or the backhanded comments. All I usually have to put up with as 
payment for living on my own is a ten minute conversation once a week 
and that's only over the phone. In that way, months often pass 
without me actually physically seeing any of my family. Not that I 
don't love my family, I really do but I just can't be around them too 
long, or perhaps it's the other way around. It doesn't feel like they 
can stomach my presence much either without nit-picking something I 
do or getting annoyed at me for something I say. I irritate them and 
so the relationship just somehow works better for both sides at a 
distance . 



Well, there is one exception. 


My father is the only member of the family whose company I truly 
enjoy. He's quite a reserved man but he's thoughtful and kind and has 
always treated me with respect. I sometimes see an edge of sadness in 
his expression when he sees me, as if he knows how much I detest home 
and how he wishes it wasn't so. He used to say to me that I look just 
like my grandmother, with those same unusual eyes, dark brown hair 
and a slight, petite figure. I could say the same about him really. 

He isn't particularly tall for a man and our eyes and hair are the 

exact shade, though his had recently greyed. It will sound silly, but 
really our eyes are like a special connection we have. '_The mark of 
a great Nohansen_' was his rare joke. 

They're just a pair of ordinary grey eyes, or at least they would be. 
The strange rim of purple around the pupil, the colour of violet, is 
unusual. I won't say I ever thought it was pretty and my mother has 
often told me that she thinks eyes like that look quite unattractive 
on a woman, but I've always relished the fact that it is just me and 

my dad who have them, and that me having them reminds him of his 

mother . 

He doesn't often speak though so it's more of a one-way relationship 
with us. He likes to sit around and read most of the time or else 
he'll be out in his garage, fixing some mechanical item without much 

success, he has always been hopeless at DIY tasks. When I was younger 

I remember my mother constantly moaning about us having a father who 
couldn't lift a screwdriver or hammer in a nail to save his life. It 
had started out as a joke but then she really drilled into him about 
how useless he was for the family and he ended up buying a toolbox 

and that was that. I think he just fiddles for the sake of fiddling 

some days, just to keep her happy. I can't be sure what goes on in 

his mind though because, as I say, he really doesn't talk all that 

much . 

But the one thing I know for certain about him is his ceaseless 

admiration for the woman who raised him on her own and how he never 

falters in his good estimation of her. There is tenderness in his 
expression and a quiet softness in his tone whenever he is reminded 
of his mother and it always makes me envious that I'd never had the 
chance of meeting her. 

Unfortunately, my own mother is not nearly as angelic as I have 
always imagined my grandmother must have been. 

"Midna met the most _charming_ designer in Italy. I can't think of 
his name now... it was something foreign, but, oh my! He is so 
handsome! He came over here for some business, though I dare say it 
had more to do with not wanting to part with our Midna. He looked 
quite smitten with her, you know. He's taken her out for dinner 
tonight actually, drove up here in this fancy red car. I'm not sure 
what the make was... maybe your father would know." I doubted this 
very much and rolled my eyes at my mother's delusion about my 
father's masculine side. "In any case, Midna looked gorgeous in the 
beautiful dress he'd sent her. I think he might've designed it but I 
can't be sure, it was so exquisite! Oh, I only wish you could have 
seen it and how lovely it looked on her... Midna said he has a brother 
you know. Only a few years older than you and if he is anything like 
him. . . ! " 



I suddenly snapped back into the conversation. It was very easy, and 
much more pleasant, to drift off and indulge in whatever thought had 
popped into my head while my mother nattered away but I could always 
sense when it was necessary to check back into the conversation. 

My mother sounded like she was blushing and my own cheeks went a 
fresh shade of pink as well, though not from the idea of meeting with 
this Italian brother of my little sister's new boyfriend. 

"Mom, I already have a boyfriend!" I protested; suddenly embarrassed 
for my Shad who she had met last Christmas but conveniently seemed to 
forget whenever the chance of matchmaking arose. 

"Another one? Or don't tell me it's the same one I met before, Chad 
was it?" 

_"Shad, I replied through gritted teeth. We've been a couple for 
over a year now and things are starting to move more seriously. At 
least, he hadn't run away when I suggested to spend the Christmas 
holidays with my family and although they had not been nearly as 
courteous towards him as he was to them, he seemed to take it all in 
his stride. Shad was so relaxed about everything that I expect my 
mother's thoughtless behavior bounced off him like rainwater trying 
to soak plastic. I, on the other hand, absorbed all the mortification 
like a sponge. 

"Well, really Zelda. You certainly do know how to pick them, don't 
you darling. Is he still a postman? Or don't tell, me he has been 
promoted from delivering on foot to delivering in a van, like you?" 
she laughed abruptly at her idea of a joke and I locked my jaw 
tighter . 

"Oh, I do keep telling you, if you would only listen and come back 
home! We could get you a nice paying job, if you still do want to 
work, at my friend Sera's firm. Do you remember me telling you about 
it before? A little desk job, answering calls, scheduling meetings." 

I did remember. She had almost begged me to take it a thousand times 
before and every time I refused, she didn't hold back on letting me 
know how embarrassing it was for her to pass the news onto her good 
friend. "It's nothing too difficult for you but it has a good space, 
nice views and potential in it at least. I wish you would consider 
it; Sera keeps going on about how she needs a reliable girl under her 
wing and I feel awful saying no to her." She paused for a moment, as 
if waiting for me to accept . I couldn't speak, I was positively 
fuming by now and it took all my self-control to stop myself from 
screaming down the phone at her. She was, I reminded myself, just 
trying to help. 

"Well, I suppose I wasn't really expecting you to change your mind. 
You can be so _stubborn_ some days. Heaven knows where you get it 
from, certainly not from me or your father. I don't understand why 
you have to be so difficult; Midna has never been half as much 
trouble as you. She might be your younger sister but really, I think 
some days you ought to look up to her Zelda, really I do. God forbid 
what things would have been like if you had been an only child!" This 
comment didn't stun me as it should have. I'd heard my mother tell me 
how glad she was that I wasn't an only child enough times in the 
past . 



They weren't planning on having any children at first. I had been an 
accident . Not an unfortunate one, she would always hasten to add and 
I would wonder why she bothered as she never replaced it with, "you 
were a happy accident". But a few years after I was born they decided 
to give me a brother and ended up with Midna. Well, who could 
complain that she wasn't the son they had hoped for? She was such an 
adorable baby and the more she grew up, the less they remembered ever 
wanting a son. 

I had calmed down by now, having resorted to biting my lip quite 
forcefully and a few tears stung my eyes from the throbbing pain I 
had inflicted on myself but at least I wasn't angry anymore. I barely 
registered the fact that my mother was still twittering away 
mindlessly and I half wondered what else she had found to talk about. 
She had already gone over how much she disapproved of my job and how 
little she thought of my boyfriend. Perhaps she had returned back to 
her most popular discussion: how proud she was of Midna. No doubt it 
was something negative on my side, or as she liked to think: _for my 
benefit_. I wanted the conversation to end, my fingers tapped edgily 
towards the disconnect ing cord and the temptation to pull the phone 
out of the socket was beginning to take a hold of me. 

Instead, I faked an exceptionally loud gasp and my mother paused 
mid-flow in her rant to ask me what the matter was. 

"Sorry, mom. I just took a peek at the time and remembered I promised 
Agitha I would come over early and help load the van. I'm going to be 
really late if I don't head out soon..." I knew this wasn't the best 
way to end the conversation. But, as much as she hated my job, she 
hated being late for things even more and wouldn't deliberately hold 
me up. Sighing heavily to herself, she made an offhand comment that I 
really ought to organise myself better before ordering me to 'get 
going, if I must'. 

"Bye mom. Send my love to everyone, " I hurriedly blew a kiss down the 
phone and she returned the gesture. I waited for her to hang up 
first, knowing from past experience that she would only call me back 
later tonight if I hung up on her. When the ordeal was finally over, 

I shoved the phone as far away from myself and set about getting 
ready. I hadn't really been lying, if I didn't get moving soon I 
would be running late so I quickly hurried to the kitchen and 
scrambled together some edible items for lunch. 

By twenty past eleven, I was ready. I looked outside my window again 
and smiled to myself at how sunny the day looked. There wasn't any 
time to check the weather report but I trusted the sun to stay out 
long enough for my thirty minute walk to work. I was just wearing 
shorts and a tube top but it was certainly warm enough and I didn't 
even think to pick up a jacket as I walked out of my apartment and 
down onto the street. 

Agitha, my boss, had told me enough times that I could take the van 
home with me but I had declined. A combination of my poor eating 
habits and sitting down driving all afternoon would soon lead me 
towards an unhealthy figure. At least walking to work would help keep 
me in shape as I was certainly never going to join a gym. Besides, I 
enjoyed my walk, I liked going past the busy workers rushing around 
during their lunch break on the odd errand. Then, as I neared my own 
work, I would see the shoppers enjoying themselves in the sun as they 
chattered away with friends leisurely. It relaxed me to watch the 



different lives going on around me and it usually gave me the time to 
clear my head, get some perspective on my own life. 


I won't say I'm a terribly philosophical type of thinker but I just 
love being a part of Miami life. The warm weather seems to make 
everyone's mood improve and the crowds of people who can pass you by 
without a second glance your way, frees me a little. Growing up in a 
small town made me desperate for a sense of privacy and Miami is 
certainly an ideal place to find it. Here, everyone is so darn happy 
that they don't feel the need to pry into your life. I'm a nonentity 
as I pass through the traffic of people and that is just the way I 
like it. 

Today was no different. As I headed around the corner, my relaxed and 
exceptionally slow pace made me about as worth noticing as a paper 
bag dancing solo in a breeze. The walk from my apartment to Agitha 
and Coro's _Piece of Cake_ baker shop, where I worked, was not really 
a half hour journey. But, as I say, I move at a remarkably sluggish 
pace . 

Daydreaming quickened the journey and I reached the familiar street 
in what had seemed to me, like no time at all. A thin, blonde stick 
of a girl whizzed by me in almost a blur on roller-skates and her 
floral scent made me aware of another, more appetizing smell in the 
air. An aroma of fresh, warm cooked bread lingered around the street 
and, sure enough, I spotted the inviting site of the baker shop. 

At least, it seemed inviting to me but perhaps that comes just from 
the bias of working there and actually enjoying my job. Others in the 
surrounding area rarely seemed to share in my admiration, no doubt a 
result of its shocking bright pink walls and tacky front sign. It 
just didn't mesh well with the rest of the street. Though the shops 
around it were hardly skyscrapers themselves, they all seemed to 
match together: a united front of light reflecting walls in a relaxed 
beach style and with real customers inside them, the effect of which 
shrank the baker shop in size. Its oddness should have been a selling 
point in my view, but my own strong sentiments weren't often 
shared . 

Bounding towards it suddenly like a dog to its beloved owner, I 
passed by the rest of the bland shops and entered into the quirky and 
much neglected store. The chime of the little bell above the door 
marked my entrance and Agitha ' s head snapped towards me 
instinctively. A slight smile passed over her glossy lips but I could 
see she was on the phone, so I simply waved and walked passed her 
into the kitchen. The smell of that mouth-watering fresh bread was 
almost overpowering now that I was inside, the hint of it in the 
street had not done it justice and even though I had just eaten, I 
was tempted to snatch up a whole loaf and devour it. 

"Hey, kiddo ! You look cute in pigtails today!" Coro beamed as he 
stirred together a mush of dough mixture, sprinkled appetizingly with 
chocolate chips. A flicker of irritation passed over my 'cute' face 
and I turned my greedy eyes away from the delectable food towards the 
source of my moment's annoyance. 

I had very little idea why he insisted on calling me 'kiddo'. We were 
the same age, his birthday only a month ahead of my own but yet he 
pulled ranks on the fact that he was an old married man. The married 
part was true enough and on paper it would be assumed that he was 



fairly old, having been married for a remarkable seven years already 
and half owner of a somewhat profitable business. However, we were 
both still only twenty-three and I think it more likely that he 
called me 'kiddo' simply because I looked no older than fourteen, a 
fact many of my friends liked to joke about whenever I get refused 
service at a bar or asked for ID at the cinema. 

"Mmmhp, " I cleverly retorted, trying to sway my annoyance as he gave 
me one of those patronising paternal smiles and I patted my childlike 
hairstyle self-consciously . I hadn't decided to wear my hair in 
pigtails because I thought it looked cool. It certainly didn't. But 
my hair had still been damp when I was preparing to head out so I, 
forgetting how much Coro enjoyed mocking me, had pulled it up as I 
liked how my hair sometimes curled a certain way after it was left in 
pigtails . 

"No, I really mean it kiddo, you look positively adorable, doesn't 
she honey?" He called out to Agitha who was surprisingly quiet in the 
other half of the shop. We both turned to see Agitha wave her hand 
brusquely . 

Something like confusion spread across his puppy-like features as he 
turned back to stirring. 

"Who's she on the phone with?" I asked, aware that it couldn't 
possibly be the suppliers or the bank. That would have been a much 
louder conversation. Agitha had a quick temper and a large set of 
lungs on her; she was used to exercising them over the phone. 

However, this quiet, attentively listening Agitha wasn't one I or 
Coro was used to hearing. 

"New customer," he answered stiffly. He seemed a little more than 
vexed at his wife's inattention towards his jibes. I, on the other 
hand, was relieved though slightly puzzled. While Agitha and Coro 
were usually polar opposites on just about everything (him being the 
senseless, zany creative one and she the much more controlled, 
slightly ill-tempered and practical one), they both couldn't help but 
tag team when it came to me and my apparently child-like 
appearance . 

"Oh, " I murmured in reply, off-put by his strange and snappy mood. 
"Will I get to deliver to them today?" 

He shrugged his shoulders and put down the ladle suddenly. I turned 
to see what had caught his eye and saw Agitha hanging up the phone, a 
wide smile planted on her face as she came towards us. 

"Hey cutie!" She winked at me and I started at her unusually good 
mood. She walked pass me though and Coro pulled her into his arms, 
kissing her somewhat possessively I thought and was surprised at how 
well she took the gesture. I half expected her to pull away and chide 
him to get back to work but she just laughed and his rather snug arms 
held her tighter against his chest. 

"Zelli, you all set to make a few deliveries?" Agitha called to me, 
intertwining her hand casually with Coro's overly firm grasp. "The 
van's all packed, as usual you've arrived too late to do that job." 
She jokingly scolded me at what had now become routine, I never 
turned up in the morning to pack the van. The mornings were not the 
best time to be around Agitha if, like me, you were afraid of getting 



in the way of her fire and Coro was always busy in a baking frenzy 
first thing, so I made it a habit to just turn up around delivery 
time . 

"Oh, I missed that, huh?" I casually replied, looking away from them 
but I could feel her roll her eyes at me and Coro quietly laughed. At 
least he had cheered up again and I wondered why he had reacted so 
strangely. Maybe I had missed too much this morning. I quickly made a 
note to myself to come in earlier tomorrow and brave the possible 
danger . 

"Oh, Zelli, " she sighed, like a parent displeased with their child. 

"I think I'm the only one with the slightest idea of what it means to 
actually work for a living. You come in whenever you feel like it, 
dressed like you're about to head out to the beach and Coro has it 
easy, just baking happily away in his kitchen. It's a wonder we have 
any customers at all!" She exclaimed but I could tell she wasn't 
really mad and felt safe to goad her a little. 

"Customers? Where? I don't see any." I dramatically made a point of 
craning my head to look at the front of shop, where a handful of 
empty tables and chairs sat motionless. 

"Jest as you will, Zelli but I have just come off the phone with a 
new customer. He came in the shop yesterday morning, _if _you had 
turned up to work on time then you would've already have met him," 
she tried to say this impassively but I sensed a slight blush and my 
eyes narrowed as Coro hugged her tighter. "Anyway, the order he made 
is in the van and, please, _try_ to be professional with this one. 
Just go straight there, make a nice impression then set about your 
way. There are other deliveries to make as well. But, and listen to 
me just this once:_ go to this new one first_. You can have all the 
cups of tea you like with dear, old Mrs Impaz later and you can take 
a pleasant little drive around Miami Beach afterwards or whatever it 
is that you do to be so late. You cannot be late for this order 
though, Zelli, do you hear me?" 

"You know, there is such a thing as traffic, Agitha. I can't help 
being late sometimes." I mumbled but I could feel that I was 
blushing, my poor lying abilities on full display. I had never 
suspected she had ever been aware of my harmless little 
detours . 

"Hmmm. Well just make sure no _traffic jams_ get in the way of this 
order. We need this new customer, Zelli. He wasn't satisfied with his 
last bakery (it was that pretentious little French one with the itty 
bitty fondant cakes) and switched to us so I want to make a good 
impression, okay?" She tried to look sternly towards me though I 
could tell she was slightly distracted by the idea of taking away a 
customer of _Elite Sweets_. She would be determined to be able to 
brag about it later if this order went smoothly. 

I nodded in return and headed out the back door this time, seeing the 
white van parked and ready for use. It wasn't really appropriate to 
call it a van, if it was then it was certainly a sorry excuse for 
one. Agitha and Coro had basically brought a small car, painted it 
clean white and insisted on calling it a van. It seemed to me like 
calling a little kitten a tiger. 


Squeezed in the back were a pile of packaged cakes and some loafs. 



The clipboard with all the delivery orders was on the passenger's 
seat and I glanced over it as I settled myself into the driver's 
side. I had fully intended to follow orders and go straight to the 
new customer's door, being ever so curious myself to see what all the 
fuss was about. But then I looked at where he lived. It would be a 
twenty minute drive at least and the usual orders were only ten 
minutes away. To me it seemed foolish to drive past them just to 
satisfy Agitha ' s new ideas of 'customer service'. 

Pushing the keys forcefully into the ignition, I fully intended to 
disobey the boss and headed in the familiar direction of dear Mrs 

Impaz ' s house. She was a sweet old lady and had her wholemeal loafs 

delivered every two days and a 'naughty mid-week' cake on 
Wednesday's. As today was Wednesday, I had the extra package along 
with the usual order. She would be pleased to find out that it was a 
nice strawberry Swiss roll. As she was a loyal customer to Agitha and 
Coro, they liked surprising her each week, sending a different one 
from her selection of favourite cakes, and she had never yet been 
disappointed . 

Pulling up to the small driveway, I heaved out the packages and 
headed up the pebbled pathway. Knocking usually didn't do the trick 

so I rang a couple of times on the bell and she eventually 

answered . 

"Hello Mrs. Impaz! How are you today?" I beamed at her delighted 
expression on seeing me. Her grandchildren didn't visit her much and 
I fancied she didn't like the solitude that a small bungalow can tend 
to offer. 

"Ah, Zelda! Lovely to see you, dear, come in, come in." She ushered 
me into her hallway, hobbling aside for me as I fumbled with the 
packages. At first, when I was very new on the job, I had just 
dropped the packages into her feeble hands but that had felt rude so 
I adapted to carrying them just into the kitchen, leaving them on the 
table for her. But her sweet manner and kind smiles soon enticed me 
to stay for a 'nice pot of tea' that she forever seemed to be in the 
act of making. It had been over three years now, almost four, that I 
had been working for Agitha and Coro, Mrs Impaz ' s cups of tea felt as 
part of the job as driving around in the van, both of which I 
loved . 

However, today I didn't stay very long. There was, of course, enough 
time for me to drink my tea and help myself to a few ginger biscuits 
but the visit was short and sweet. If Mrs. Impaz was put out by my 
hastiness then she didn't show it, her kindly grey eyes watched me 
gulp down my tea pleasantly enough. 

"In a bit of a hurry today?" was all she had remarked and the words 
didn't hold the slightest bit of resentment, in fact she seemed 
almost amused by the idea. "Have you any plans for tonight?" 

I raised an eyebrow to this, amazed by how perceptive she could be 
sometimes, though on this occasion she had mistaken the reasoning. I 
did have plans tonight but that wasn't the reason I was rushing. My 
anticipation came from the new customer I had yet to meet but I 
thought it would be rude of me to say that in front of one as loyal 
as Mrs Impaz. 


"Well, Shad is sorta taking me on a date tonight. I think we're going 



to dine out, so that should be nice, " I smiled, giving her a 
half-truth that I knew she would like to hear. She certainly took 
pleasure in what I said, her withered lips reaching out into a smile, 
no doubt reminiscing on the times she had been wined and dined when a 
little younger herself. 

"Ah," a knowing glint sparkled in her misty eyes. "You want to get 
off work a little earlier to get ready." 

After that she all but pushed me out the door and I laughed at her 
romantic nature as I waved goodbye. No doubt she imagined I would 
soon be in front of a vanity mirror, combing my hair, applying my 
make-up and hoping I looked pretty enough. I would be doing no such 
thing, of course. It was true that Shad rarely took me out for a 
date, we were both similar in the sense that we preferred to be 
comfortable in front of the telly, sharing pizza or something of that 
nature. I certainly wouldn't be worrying about what to wear tonight 
or simpering as he takes my hand and leads me to the restaurant. It 
was ridiculous to associate roses and beach walks with the 
relationship I had with Shad, neither of us being romantic had turned 
our almost one year dating into the stages couples would be in after 
years and years of a tired old marriage. We certainly weren't ruled 
by impulses and a kiss at the end of the night was all I was 
expecting . 

It was more like having a best friend for a boyfriend, I supposed, it 
was such a _comf ortable_ relationship. That was really the only word 
to describe it. I wasn't one for the gooey, lovey-dovey scene and 
felt lucky to have found someone so much like myself that I didn't 
have to pretend. Shad made me feel safe and... well, comfortable. 

The lights changed to green just then and I pulled out of my thoughts 
as I took the next turning. The sun was hidden in the clouds now and 
I wondered up at the sky. It didn't look promising. As usual, I had 
missed the weather forecast and it was only now that I was dressed in 
shorts and without a jacket that I realized it would probably rain 
later today. _Fantastic_. 

I didn't worry long about the impending bad weather, however, as I 
was drawing nearer to the new address and my thoughts changed back to 
ones of curiosity. The driveway was empty so I parked closer than I 
normally could though, stupidly, I felt hesitant to do so. It was 
just that this house was so ... intimidating . I knew that it was 
ridiculous to feel that way about stones and bricks but this was 
something more. The building was tall and slender and seemed to hold 
itself up, impossibly straight and proud. The walls were a pure, 
clean white that glowed without the sun's touch, almost unnaturally. 

I couldn't keep my eyes focused on any one aspect of the house for 
more than half a second though and just barely noticed the flash of 
vivid red flowers that were smeared across the front lawn. 

Then I was piling out of the van and edging unwillingly to the door, 
package held snug in my arms and a clipboard shakily balanced on top. 
I was about to attempt to shift the package under an arm so I could 
use my free hand to ring the bell, but apparently my van had been 
heard from inside as the next moment, the door swung open. 

My mouth gaped unattractively as I gasped and every atom of my being 
froze, out of instinct, out of fear. Only my eyes moved as they 
widened in surprise. 



He was glorious, reminding me of the house I had been so intimidated 
by as he stood tall and proud with pale white skin and his posture 
rigidly straight. I barely took in his perfectly sculptured features, 
not quite able to look directly at his face so I couldn't tell if he 
was looking at me. Convulsively, I unfroze slightly as I took a slow 
step backwards and the shadow from the doors ' archway claimed him 
momentarily . 

It was hard to explain, or even understand myself, the instinct I 
felt to run. His beauty was horrifying, like that of a lion. Not that 
his pale skin had anything in common with the furry mane of a deadly 
predator. But the awe-inspiring beauty that such a beast has, with 
its' defined muscles, sharp teeth and quick paws managed to transform 
brute strength into grace and beauty. 

That was the feeling this strangers' presence evoked: the same 
fleeing instinct that would seize my muscles and accelerate my 
heartbeat if I stumbled mistakenly into a lion's den. This was a 
beauty that should be seen from a distance. 

I'm not sure how much time passed before I could regain my senses. He 
was patient with me. I suddenly felt like a fool as I remembered the 
package in my hands and why I was there. It was just so typical of me 
to be afraid. I jump when I hear a toaster popping or a door slamming 
and now I feared this new, silent customer. 

He _was_ silent. But unlike me it wasn't out of fear and, as I took 
courage to look up, I saw that he was silent out of curiosity. Of 
course he was curious, who wouldn't be puzzled by my appearance? I 
looked like a little lost girl in pigtails, afraid to be around other 
humans. _Humans._ I struggled to place that word with what was 
standing before me. My bewildered eyes found his, cold icicles set in 
a glowingly pale and god-like face. Only one of his slender eyebrows, 
raised archly, gave me the idea that he was curious. 

"You must be from the bakery. Is that the cake I ordered? " 

Amazingly, his voice shocked me more than his appearance had. It 
flowed out of his mouth too quickly but I managed to catch it all 
because each word he spoke had a slight, strange echo. It was 
disorientating. Perhaps he realized that I felt this way because he 
didn't make a move to take the package out of my hands. 

"...Yes. M-Mr Waters?" I stumbled over the words as I finally found 
my, well, _a _voice in any case. It didn't sound like me. Too shaky, 
too distant. My hearing might possibly have been playing up but I was 
just relieved that the silence had ended. 

"Oh," he smiled and it relaxed me somewhat. The ice in his eyes 
melted and his expression was one of much amusement. "No. I am Link. 
Mr Waters is the home owner, and that cake is a birthday present for 
him." As he said the last part he winked at me, acting like he had 
just told a very funny joke but apparently I wasn't in on it as all I 
could do was stare blankly at him. 

"Would you mind setting the cake over there?" He gestured inside the 
house and, as I peaked over his shoulder timidly, I saw the kitchen 
counter he meant . 


The door opened wider but I remained motionless. I stared back at him 



for a moment, utterly bewildered. We could easily do the exchange 
here, on the doorstep. As if answering me that, he crossed his arms 
and took a step back, giving me ample room to enter. A part of me, I 
suppose it was my common sense or perhaps instinct again, was telling 
me - screaming at me really - to stay put. It was safe on this side 
of the door. And yet his voice compelled me to obey, I could still 
hear it echoing in my head, inviting me. 

I took a step forward and entered the house... 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 
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